


At first, this project was meant to be made on my own. Nevertheless, I always 
enjoy collaborating with other artists and writers that appreciate this game and 
pairing as much as I do. I am very thankful for the effort of all the creators that 
are part of this zine and I hope you all love this humble (and horny) gift for the 
fandom. Remember to check out the social media of the contributors for more 

amazing art. 


Happy New Year, 
H. 


ENJOY! 
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Sleepless Night 
by TooLateForASoliloquy 


Michael wiped his sticky hand on the side of the mattress and tucked himself back into his boxers. He 
heaved a deep sigh as he checked the time again. 4:46am. He put his phone back on the nightstand and 
glared at the ceiling, willing sleep to take him. Over the past few hours, he’d scrolled through every new 
post on life invader, played every game on his phone, and jerked off twice. Still, he was wide awake. 


The body to his right stirred, catching his attention. Trevor rolled towards him, slinging an arm across mi- 
chaels stomach and burying his face in his shoulder. Michael pressed a kiss to his partner’s balding head. 


They’d both been trying the last few months. Michael had been drinking and lying less. He made an effort 
to show Trevor the affection that he’d withheld for so long. Trevor had eased off the drugs. Not comple- 
tely, but enough that the change was visible. And he’d been showering more. That had been Michael’s 
only condition to the two sharing a bed again. If Trevor expected regular sex, Michael expected regular 
showers. 


And there had definitely been regular sex. Every day, on every surface. Michael palmed the front of his 
boxers idly, knowing it was too soon. He yearned for the days when he could fuck a stripper in the back of 
a club, come back to the motel and fuck Trevor into the mattress, and have some left in the chamber for a 
third round. 


He took the hand from his own underwear and moved to Trevor’s instead. He was pleased and not at all 
surprised to find his partner half hard. Slipping his hand past the waistband of Trevor’s briefs, he wra- 
pped a hand around his cock and started to stroke. The angle was awkward, but a sore wrist was worth the 
low groan Trevor let out. 


Trevor's nails dug into Michael’s soft stomach as he stroked faster. The noises in his ear were almost 
enough to get Michael hard again. 


“You like that, baby?” his rough voice whispered into Trevor’s ear. The hitch in his breath and throb of his 
cock was enough of an answer. It didn’t take long for Trevor’s breathing to become ragged and the nails to 
draw blood. Michael kept stroking as Trevor came over his fist. 


Once his partner’s breathing evened out, Michael slipped Trevor’s underwear off and used them to wipe 
up the mess before tossing them towards the door. He settled back into Trevor’s embrace, and a kiss to his 
forehead, Michael finally fell asleep. 
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Easy Access 
by sleepydesanta 


“T can't believe I let you talk me into this.” 


Michael’s staring at himself in the mirror, eyes dragging downward to the fabric around his waist but only 
for a few seconds at a time. It was like a bad car wreck, almost. An icky sight, but he couldn’t look away. 


“T think you look wonderful,” Trevor says from behind him. The skirt is beautiful and flows easily with any 
gust of wind; the rose design on the side waves hello and goodbye to the passing world as Michael takes a 
few steps closer to the mirror to admire his waist. 


He doesn’t like how his legs look in it. He preferred them covered, away from the public eye. When he voi- 
ces this opinion, Trevor comes up behind him, hands snaking around his hips. “You're not thinking the 
right way, Sugar. Here,” Trevor’s husky voice is in his ear while his hands grab fistfuls of the feminine fa- 
bric, slowly starting to hike it up. 


“T— Hey!” Michael smacks his hand, scrambling to get the skirt back down to his knees, but his move- 
ments only fuel the man behind him even more. He pulls Michael flush against him, an arm around his 
stomach acting like a seatbelt to keep him in place while the other disappears under the skirt. 


“Look baby, it’s all about easy access.” Trevor chuckles darkly against Michael’s neck, looking at the both 
of them in the mirror. He watches Michael’s face grow tense as his fingers dance around M’s boxers, tea- 
sing M’s inner thighs before finding the waistband. They dip inside as Michael releases a shaky breath. 


Michael bites the inside of his cheek when Trevor’s fingers find his dick; they start at the base and slide 
down slowly until he can run a thumb roughly over the head. Michael’s sharp hiss makes Trevor grin and 
kiss the skin below his ear. 

“See?” Trevor hums, “You'd always be ready for me, Cupcake. I can just push your little panties to the 
side... Whenever I want... No one has to know,” his voice gets lower as he talks. He gives Michael a few 
half assed jerks, but they’re enough to make him squirm with quickened breaths. 


“Trev...” 


“Don't talk,” Trevor snaps suddenly, squeezing hard. His other hand slaps over Michael’s mouth just as he 
starts to whine. “You can’t give yourself away in public, Mikey. Be a good boy.” he grins. 


“My good boy.” 











Glass 


By aintgonnaleaveyoumikey 
Do you trust me enough to let me do anything to you, I asked 
and when he did not hesitate, I reminded him that my garden was full of broken glass. 


And when he whispered that he deserved to feel broken like me 
I took him to my bed and littered his skin with kisses instead of wounds. 
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Rope 
By aintgonnaleaveyoumikey 


Lips on his forehead, then on his nose. Left cheek, right cheek, right earlobe as fingers brushed on his 
jaw and neck. A gentle suck, then a husky whisper that made him shiver with anticipation. 


“T don’t think you're ready yet.” 


Lips on his lips, lingering for a second. Another soft kiss, denying deeper contact, then tasting the 
corner of his mouth. Moving on to his jaw, then to the point where his pulse was beating wildly, sta- 
ying there and feeling it until he squirmed desperately. 


“Don’t be impatient.” 


Lips on his right collar bone, then on the notch between the bones, then on the left, hands teasing his 
sides. A short way down but filled with kisses, nipple sucked into a greedy mouth, not letting go until 
it was puffy and he was panting with white, hot pleasure. A soft hum, warm air on his skin. 


“You like that?” 


Lips on his sternum, then on his other nipple, giving it the same treatment as the other. He could not 
keep quiet anymore; loud moans rippled through the room. But he received no mercy, the cruel but 
sweet mouth taking its time, hands testing the ropes that were holding his wrists tightly. Enjoying the 
power while he was being reminded of his place. 


“God, I love you like this...” 


Lips on his midriff, then on his stomach, but not mocking, just admiring, worshipping. Fingers pin- 
ching his sensitive nipples and making him cry out before caressing their way down. Lips going lower 
and lower but then stopping just before they reached the part where he needed them the most, for- 
cing him to vocalize his desire for the first time. 


“Come on...” 

“Beg me.” 

And he begged, pouring out everything he had ever felt for the man, no inhibitions left after hours of 
denial, the sweetest torture there was. He pleaded and cried and would have hated himself for it if he 
had been sane at that moment, but he was not, especially not after he finally got what he begged for. 
And then lips on his right earlobe, right cheek, left cheek, nose, forehead, and finally on his lips as 


they merged into one. Feelings of otherworldly power mixing with primal urges, their very souls in 
perfect harmony — nothing more to regret or apologize for. 








Skin 


by aintgonnaleaveyoumikey 
Sweat glistens on his naked skin 
and I open the curtains to see him better. 


He shies away from the light, but not from me when I wrap him in my arms 
and remind him of everything we have. 
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ARTISTS AND WRITERS 


Heinzweber 
tumblr: h-weber-exe | twitter: h_weber_ 


Truchlo 
instagram: truchlo.sara | twitch: truchlo | tumblr: truchlos 


TooLateForASohlloquy 
tumblr: TooLateForASoliloquy | twitter: discopineapple 


sleepydesanta 
twitter: sleepydesanta | tumblr: desadnta 


neoncatty 
twitter: neoncatty | tumblr: cattyonvhs | instagram: neoncatty 


aintgonnaleaveyoumikey 
ao3: aintgonnaleaveyoumikey | tumblr: nevergonnasimpyoumikey 


Naccal 
twitter: NaccalArt | tumblr: Naccal 


Bluecatwithglasses 
tumblr: bluecat-with-glasses | twitter: bluecatwglasses 
instagram: gato_azulconlentes 


cipherscriptures 
tumblr: cipherscriptures | instagram (nsfw): cipherthecyber 


thenomansland 
tumblr: thenoman-sland | instagram: thenoman.sland 
twitter: thenoman_ sland 


All profits go to The Trevor Project. 


Edited and moderated by thenomansland. 
Special thanks to aintgonnaleaveyoumikey. 


This zine was published in December, 2021. 


